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friends. Left alone I fell into converse with two
other men, weather-beaten, middle-aged, clean-shaven
and clad in plus-fours; had I been thinking in the par-
lance of Mr. Wodehouse's Mr. Mulliner, I should have
described them as Two Double Scotches. "So you're
walking, are you?" said one, who must have heard
Aubrey's introduction of me to the jockey-like little
landlord. "I went a long walk once.3'

"When was that?" asked the other, sceptically.

"During the war/' was the answer, "when I was
convalescing. I walked all one bloody hot afternoon
just like to-day's going to be. And when I got to Malvern
about six, half-dead, covered with dust, throat like an
oven and tongue hanging out, I knocked at a pub door
and asked them if they were open yet? D'you know what
they said?"

"No," we both remarked.

"My God, I shall never forget it. They said they'd
been open all the bloody day. My God, I was fed up.
They didn't have those regulations down there until long
after the other parts of England."

"They didn't in Somerset either," said his friend.

"Didn't they?"

"No, I was down there on leave. I remember I
climbed Keynsham Church tower."

"Did you?"

"Yes; you can see Weston-super-Mare from there."

"What the hell would anybody want to do that
for?"

To that there was no answer. The check seemed to
remind them that they had business elsewhere, and with
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